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«UNFORTUNATE LADY. 


gre far, where yonder lofty ſummits riſe © 
Above the waves, and ſhoot into the ſkies; | 
Where waving wood with nods ſalute the earth-- 
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18. E. 152, ſor melting, read neighing. 19 
P. 11. L. 173, for did, read ſhould. = 


N 7. L. 101. for miſtreſs, read maſter. 


His mannors _— no wants he e'er did know. 


Some beaut'ous maid he ſwears ſhall bleſs his bed, 1 
I love him well, and all my love's repaid. 


He'll take me on his knee, and with his arms 1 5; 
Will force: me to his br eaſt, and feaſtupon my charms; | 


Sweet 
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FKOM far, where yonder lofty ſummits riſe pond. 
Above the waves, and ſhoot into the ſkies; * 
Where waving wood with nods ſalute the earth-- 
Where ſpreading herbs ſalute a ſummers birth--- | 
Where ſome fair caſtle to the Heaven afpires: 5$ 
There Athwold lives;---The Lord of my deſires. | 
Mild in his manners, graceful in his air, 1 
Temper'd as Socrat's, and as Paris fair; 135 
By Pallas fir' d, he claims a ſoldiers name, T4 
And wreaths of Laurelscrownshis ſpotleſs fame: 10 | 
By Plautus bleſs'd his coffers overflow, 
His mannors large, no wants he e'er did know. 
Some beaut'ous maid he {wears ſhall bleſs his bed,! 
I love him well, and all my love's repaid. 

He'll take me on his knee, and with his arms 18 
Will force me to his breaſt, and feaſtuponmy charms; 
Ez Sweet 


| 
| 


„ e lee e, 
Sweet are his ſmiles, and from his honey tongus 
My praiſes drop, in ſofteſt actents ſung. 


Full fix long weeks are paſt as 'tis reveal'd, 
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Since deatli his fathers lips in ſilence ſeal d 28 
Full fix long weeks before the deathful hour, 

The Earl, his ſon, debauched my virgin flow'r - 
Vet vow d he'd make me his eſpous'd wife 
To crown his days, his downward ſtage of liſe; 
In ſpite of all the oaths his father ſwore,  2g- 
Whoyow'dhisſonſhouldſlightand turnmeo'er--- © . 
But why my virgins, why this long delay, . 
Ariſe my maids prepare the nuptial day, } . 
E're Athwold comes to welcome me away. 

In waving ringlets bind my golden hair-— 30. 
Bathe ev'ry limb to make me frefh and fair--- 
Bind, bind his preſents round my Lilly arms, _ 
The bracelets which he ſent to grace my charmsz _ 
They're precious gifts, and well maidens prove 
That precious gifts are tokens of true love. 35 

Within my womblI feel the infant play, "Tree Ba 
My ſweeteſt care, my Athwold's deareſt joy ; 1 * 


THE UNFORTUNATE LAD T. 
Lie ſtill my babe, my darling yet unborn, 


1 Nor.ſkip till Athwold ſounds his bugle horn: 


E're Phœbus more ſhall ſeek the diſtant weſt, 40 
Thou'lt be with Athwold and a father bleſt— 
No baſtards name ſhall ever dote on thee; 
Thou born an Earl, an Earl ſhall ever be--- 
Obtain thy fathers arms, and bear his name, 
Aſpire to wiſdom and tranſcend his fame. 4x-- 
Hoy thrills my blood along the purple vein, 
How pants my heart my deareſt to obtain; 

Irwould---My Lord, my Lover and my Friend 
Was in my arms, (then would my ſorrows end); 
That I might doat on his connubial charms, 50 
Forget his Sire, and know no future harms; 
Nor dread the name of Strumpet, Stew and W--- 
Hutetul to men and to the righteous power. 

But why my virgins, why this ſilent ſleep, 
Clos'd are your eyes, but mine are left to weep; 55 
| The nightly owl, ſo long in dark renown'd, 
Makes the old porch with hollow ſhrieks reſound; 
Away vain bird, forbear thy horrid din, . 
No angry ſound ſhall wellcome Athwold in: 
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6 TAE UNFORTUNATE 1 XanP 
Thy diſmal ſong diſturbs my anxious breaſt, * 60 
And far denies my cares the ſweet repoſe of reſt. 
How can you ſtill in filent fleep repoſe 7 3+ of 
My virgins fair, and thus your eye-lids cloſe; : © * 
Say don t you hear the mourntul tolling bell, 

Or who tis for the woeful tidings tell; - 65 
And can't you ſpeak?--Then ſleep awhile my fair, 
*Tis labour bids forgetfulneſs of care: 
Deſpight of bells, of owls, or ghoſts. you ſleep, . 
Whilſt mournfull I am left to watch and weep; 
But bleſs mine eyes, without a ray of light . 70 
I ſee an object Athwold my delight 
Cloſe at my feet:---But at this dreadful hour 
How could he enter?---How the bars o'er power? - 
O ſay my Lord till next revolving night, a 
Firſt at the altar Hymen's torch ſhall light; 75. 
Loud howls the wind, the ſurges beat the ſhore, 
The ſturdy maſtiffs round their ſtations roar: ' 
The filver froft ſteals o'er the plying graſs— 
How didſt thou Athwold ſcape the deep moraſs? * 
Sad is thy mien Mhy looks my lover ſo? 80 
Thy roſy cheeks turn white as mountain ſnow? 


Speak 


* 


f PHE UNTORTUNATE LADY: 5 
Sp peak deareſt life, my maids are at thy will; 


Pl ring them. up---I ſear my Lord is ill; | 

Cold are ihy limbs, beſmear'd with bor froſt, 

Thy beauty's ee d and thy vigour loſt: 85 5 

Whence ſpringthoſe ſorrows? * thoſcheaving. 

 f1ghs © 

From hde to fide? Why * hoſe glering s 
Why ſhakes my. Lord the h 20nours: of his head? 

O come my love and warm thee i in my bed: 

Nay, ſpeak my Lord; let filence icave thy tongue, 90 

And tune thy voice to ſome e enchanting long. 

Of haſt thou ſung and Maria ws 3 thy theme; | 

Thy Maria I, DE Derwent 5 ww | fam: 

But to thoſe penny why; no kind W 8 5 

Why Rill remain thoſe ſorrows a nd thoſe ſighs? 95 

Wit: looks as pale as his, my ſerxants bore 

Liteleſ; and cold, on Derwent's u inding ſhore; 

Thy beck'ning finger ſhews dread "va enigh,: 

And full I queſtion tor-a dumb rep 

Salute my lips, and ere thou dait- 3 2910 

Know chis, my Lord- IJ hoy ri mater = my heart. 

Eat 2 Nay 
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Nay ſtay my life Can't thou from M aria FPS 2 
Short abſence only is a Death in Love. | | 
He's gone! And tears, and preſſing wor 0 Genc) | 
In — and love, are naught AY wind. 105 
Once more I call--My drowſy maids awake, 
My lover's gonc; the whole A undations ſhake: 

How can as {leep when Maria bids you riſe? 


Who taught you art, and bid you ſtill be wiſe? 


M AID 8. 

Up , fiſter's up, forſake the regal bed 110 
With flow rs emboſs d, and ſhaggy carpets ſpread, 
Our miſtreſs calls, hear her repeated Cr1eSz 
Whilſt eccho only to her voice replies. 

Has mad'ning frenzy or ſome fouler fiend 

(Thoſe baſe diſturbers of moſt womankind) 115 
Pofleſs'd your brain, O wond'rous Lady fay? 
Or why d' ye call, e're light reſtores the day? 


L A D . 
e, the gloomy King ſevere, 


Peace, virgins peac 
Whom all _— * his ſtation here; 


I ſaw 


ar UNTORTUN ATT LADY. 5 


1 ſaw my Lord, a ſpectre at my bed 120 
My Lord s no more, he's number'd with the dead. 
u 11 D 


Fear not dear Miſtreſs, nor expand your power, 
Vour Lord will come to bleſs your longing hour; 
Ale ſtill ſurvives to praiſe your ſpreading fame; 
No- ghoſt was here, tis all a frantic dream: 125 
But yeſter eve his way was fully bent f 
To Baron Ogar's, (near the winding Trent) 
Who will attend at the Hymenæal hour 
See him a huſband, you a maid no more. 

1 xi: Y; E 
Yet be it true---I ſaw him at my bed, -: 4 
His viſage pale!--I ſpoke---He nothing ſaid; | 
At firſt I thought it really was my dear, 
But now [ _ he ghoſt-like did appear. 

MAI D Ss. 

O * chole pangs tumult'ous in your breaſt, 
Your Lord's alive; the ſame we all atteſt: 135 
No lover paſs” d the- rappid Derwent ſtream -- 
No ghoſt w was 5 hr e — tis all a frantie dream. 
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If not by you my ſtory is believ'd; 
Or if by you, your Lady is deceived; 
_ Bring me thoſe robes that may my Love invite, 148 
Of purple dye, and pureſt native white: | 
Tho' I this day ſhall Athwold's glory riſe, 
Thoſe tears ſtill force a paſſage through my eyes; 
Thoſe tears my Lord fo frequent wip'd away, 
Wrilft in his ſweet embrace I melting lay. 145 
Now from yon Eaſt in purple colour bright, 
Aurora fair reveals the promis'd light; 4 
Haſte then kind healer, make no more delay, 
My pangs increaſes with thy length'ning ſtay: 
Thy melting ſounds with raptures let me hear, 150 
For all thy words are muhc to my ear; * 
And let me hear thy courſers bound ) 


* 4 


With batt'ring hoots along the ductile ground, 
Whilſt thy ſhrill horn ſtill deeper notes reſound. 
Why does the thunders roar, etempeſtriſe 155 
And gloomy clouds diſturb the azure ſkies; 
The Derwent ſtream diſplays a purple hue, 
Loud ſhriek his ſpirits, and with anger too: E 
£3 car 
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THE UNFORTUNATE LADY. 11 


Fear ſteals my blood, my vigour feels decay, 
And by degrees my beauty pines away. 160 
Be hufh'd ye winds, ye thunders ceaſe to roar, 
Be calm ye tempeſts, rouze the waves no more; 
Or who can o'er the boiling ſurges paſs, 
And ſave his carcaſs from the deep moraſs: 
Lord of the earth, and ſea, and air, and ſky, 165 
Protect my Love to bleſs my wiſhful eye; 
Rejoice my virgins, don't you hear the found 
Ot prancing horſes tamp ring o'er the ground: 
Accurs'd the porter, (rather might I ſay) 
Ignorant wight, why turns he not the key--- 170 
Sbail Athwold wait? No; let his Lordſhip paſs 
The iofty gate, and leave the deep morals: 
Why the drawbricge my lov'd mate deny, 
To tempt the deep, and threat'ning waves defye. 
Rejoice my babe, my infant yet unborn, 1755 


- A. 


Route to the ſound of Athwold's bugle horn; 

The ſwiſt wing'd moments ſeem to lag behind, 

And Surfers pauſe, that ſtill outſtrip the wind. 

To meet her Lord (her Lord, alas fo more) 

She haſt' ly ſped, and her fair garments tore; 180 
| She 
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Quick roſe the Lady, ſenſeleſs of each wound, 185 
And lightly ſkim'd along the level ground: | 
5 What pen can paint the horrors which enſu tom 


Her ſpirits leaves its cage, where lon confin'd 
And mountin g upwards, mingles with the wind. 
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She ſtumb'ling fell; faſt by the threſholds dae, 7 


And both her base! in recking purple dy d; 
But Love, fond Love, whoſe faculty is great, 
No; dariger fears, or knows a baſe retreat: 


— 


The ſwelling torments in her mind imbru'd; | 
When near the gates, thoughtleſs of ill ſhe drow, 7 |; 
She faw a corps, and well the corps ſhe knew; 19 29 
Of Athwold, taken on the Derwent ſhore; 


Who fell a victim on his paſſage oer. | 
© She ſwoon' d- ſhe fell--and raving with deſpair, 


Beat her white breaſt, and tore her braided hair; | 
Her ſwiming eyes Ait to view the light, 195 
And ſeeks the deep receſſes of the night: | 


